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TIIF.    P.OOK    TO    TIIF.    READER 
OR    lU'ARER. 


/S  no  Tub  Lecture  which  I  teach, 

But  I'll  tell  what  some  women  preach. 
Then  pray  come  near  and  hear  me, 
I  am  black  ink  and  paper  white. 
Although  I  bark  I  will  not  bite. 
Therefore  you  need  not  fear  me. 

No  modest  woman  I  envy 

Because  I  love  them  heartily 
And  prize  them  more  than  gold. 

None  will  exceptions  take  at  me, 

But  such  as  think  they  galled  be, 

And  that's  I'm  sure  a  scold. 


VALE. 


2  Vinegar  and  Alustard ;  or, 

on  the  working  days  ;  but  i'faith,  i'laith,  I  see  your 
Knavery,  as  cunning  and  as  closely  as  you  carry  it, 
as  though  butter  would  not  melt  in  your  mouth. 
Here  you  leave  me  in  bed,  poor  soul,  never  asking 
me  how  I  do,  or  what  I  ail.  And  when  )Ou  rise 
out  of  the  bed,  you  turn  your  backside  towards  me, 
as  though  I  should  kiss  that.  O  unkind  and  most 
unnatural  man,  that  doth  hardly  know  what  doth 
belong  unto  a  woman,  the  more  is  my  grief.  Well, 
I  would  that  I  had  somebody  here  that  I  could  wish 
to  keep  me  company,  but  indeed  I  observed  you 
yesterda}^  in  the  Church-yard,  how  you  whispered 
with  your  Jacks  and  pot-companions,  and  then  you 
shook  hands  at  parting.  I  then  you  made  the 
match,  and  to-day  you  are  to  meet,  but  I  shall  find 
out  your  haunts,  and  then  I  shall  ring  you  such  a 
peal,  that  I  will  make  you  fly  and  scatter  like  hail- 
shot  from  a  gun.  Well,  get  you  gone,  and  come 
home  as  wise  as  you  went  (like  a  Avoodcock'  I 
had  like  to  say)  hey  ho,  this  is  not  the  way  to 
thrive. 


'Woodcock. — Proverbial,  as  a  foolish  bird  ;  or  for  a  man  compared  to 
the  bird.     A  silly  fellow. 

'"  Oh  this  woodcock  !  what  an  ass  it  is  !." 

Tajii  ing  the  Shrew,  act  i,  sc.  2. 

He  cheats  young  guls  that  are  newly  come  to  towne  ;  and  when  the  keeper 
of  the  ordinary  blames  him  for  it,  he  answers  him  in  his  own  profession,  that 
a  moodcock  must  be  plucked  ere  it  be  drest. 

Overbury's  Characters,  M.  2. 


W'oniiioood  Ltctitrcs.  j 

Her    Husband's   A  iiswer. 

Wife,  thou  saycst  true,  'tis  not  the  way  to  thrive, 
To  lie  in  bed  and  'gainst  th)-  husband  strive, 
Cursing  and  chiding  and  to  domineer, 
'Gainst  him  that  maintains  you,  and  does  love  you 

dear, 
If  in  good  housewifer)-  you  Avould  persever. 
You  must  then  rise  and  do  your  best  endeavour. 
In  husband's  absence  for  to  have  an  eye 
On  servants  that  their  business  do  ply. 
I'd  have  )ou  know  I  will  not  stand  in  fear 
Of  you,  or  else  what  clothes  that  I  shall  wear, 
On  Monday,  Tuesday,  or  on  any  day 
Or  when  I  please  to  work,  or  go  to  play. 
But  yet  I  tell  thee  true,  though  thou  dost  bawl 
Know  that  I  am  going  to  the  Hall 
Where  we  this  day  Master  and  Wardens  choose 
I  beinof  warned'  the  same  must  not  refuse. 
And  where  you  say  that  I  a  foxing  go, 
I'd  have  you  know  I  use  not  to  do  so ; 
And  if  that  I  do  chance  to  meet  a  friend. 
We'll  drink  a  pint  of  wine,  and  there's  an  end. 
You'll  hnd  me  out  where'er  I  go,  you  say ; 
But  it  vv'ere  better  you  at  home  should  stay. 
Men's  businesses  abroad  do  often  lie 
For  to  get  work,  or  bargains  for  to  buy, 

'  I  BEING  WARNED  x.e  summoned. 


4  Vinegai'  and  I\Iu:tard ;  or, 

And  wives  that  do  lie  lolling  in  their  beds 
Know  not  the  care  is  in  their  husband's  heads. 
When  I  do  rise  you  say  I  am  unkind 
Because  that  I  do  wear  my  tail  behind 
Sure  you  would  have  me  backward  from  you  go 
Like  the  Turk's  Bashaws,  for  they  must  do  so, 
So  fare  you  well,  and  on  me  do  not  frown, 
Lest  in  your  wedding-shoes  I  take  you  down. 

2. —  Tuesday  s  Lecttire. 

Delivered  in  a  Bar-Pulpit,  by  a  right  reverend  fat 
Hostess,  to  her  husband  in  a  morning  next  his 
heart. 

You  make  an  Host  of  an  ale-house  ;  yes  i'faith, 
thou  art  more  fit  for  an  hostler  for  to  rub  horse-heels, 
than  to  take  upon  thee  as  thou  dost.  You  forsooth 
must  be  tattling  of  money,  as  though  I  were  not  of 
age  to  take  the  reckoning  myself ;  but  two  hands  in 
a  purse  makes  one  of  them  prove  a  thief  I  am  afraid, 
but  look  to  it,  look  to  it  you  had  best,  for  you  know 
that  the  brewer  and  the  baker  must  be  paid,  and  our 
trading  fails,  for  you  see  that  we  have  not  half  so 
many  guests  as  we  were  wont  to  have  before  our 
strong  ale  was  put  down,  the  more  is  the  pity,  good 
man  goose.  Thou  art  such  an  innocent  fool,  that 
though  thou  seest  thy  guests  pot-shaken,  and  have 
lost  their  memories,  you  forsooth  must  tell  them 
their  just  reckoning,  without  overplus,  nay   I  doubt 
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sometimes  too  short,  which  makes  us  thrive  as  we 
do  ;  by  Lady,  then  you  come  sncakin^,^  in  with  your 
shot-pot,  or  your  paper  of  tobacco,  as  though  it  cost 
us  no  money,  but  if  they  would  have  it,  let  them  pay 
for  it  with  a  vengence.  Here  I  must  sit  up  late  at 
night,  and  rise  up  early  in  the  morning,  when  you 
are  sometimes  a-bed,  or  else  abroad  at  the  alehouse 
with  your  drunken  companions.  For  I  could  hear 
)  ou  the  other  day  make  a  match  with  the  brewer's 
clerk  to  go  and  drink  half-a-pint  of  sack,  with  a  pox 
to  you,  and  I  must  sit  here  in  the  cold  like  Joan  hold 
stafif,  and  drink  small  beer  if  1  will,  for  the  devil-a- 
drop  of  your  wine  would  you  send  me  to  comfort  my 
poor  heart  withal.  Here  you  live  very  jolly,  and  I 
must  take  all  the  pains  and  go  in  a  thread-bare  coat 
as  I  do,  but  I  was  well  enough  served,  that  might 
have  had  such  good  matches  as  I  might  have  had 
when  I  was  a  widow,  and  to  take  a  serving-man,  one 
that  had  neither  house  nor  home,  or  trade  to  live 
upon.  Other  men  they  can  go  into  some  place  or 
office,  but  thou  lookest  after  nothing,  like  an  idle 
drone  as  thou  art.  Well,  I  say  nothing,  but  were  I 
not  a  patient  woman  as  I  am,  it  would  break  my 
heart-string  asunder. 

The   Ma7is  Answer. 

I  pray  thee  woman  patient  be, 
and  do  not  grow  so  hot, 


6  Vinegar  and  Mustard;  or. 

The  same  cold  breakfast  you  gave  me 

my  palate  pleaseth  not. 
Your  tonsfue  methinks  is  out  of  tune, 

for  it  so  much  cloth  jar  ; 
I  like  a  felon  will  not  be 

arraigned  at  the  bar. 
Horse-heels  I  never  use  to  rub 

your  words  too  sharp  do  bite, 
Indeed  a  Butler  once  I  was 

unto  a  worthy  Knight  : 
The  monies  that  I  sometimes  take 

I  do  not  waste  or  spend. 
And  though  I  to  the  tavern  went, 

the  clerk  he  is  our  friend. 
Sometimes  to  give  a  pipe  or  pot 

by  it  we  nothing  loose, 
Our  guests  will  sooner  come  again 

and  not  the  house  refuse. 
For  brewer  and  for  baker  both, 

I  do  take  care  to  pay, 
My  honest  guests  I'll  not  deceive, 

what  e'er  you  do  or  say. 
When  first  I  did  a-wooing  come 

the  same  you  well  do  know, 
A  hundred  pieces  of  good  gold 

I  in  your  lap  did  throw  : 
And  since  by  my  industry, 

with  yours  it  doth  increase. 


IVontnvooii  Lectures. 

You  ha\t;  small  cause  for  to  complain, 

then  prithee  hold  thy  peace. 
I  wonder  what  great  pains  you  take, 

you  have  your  boy  and  maid, 
And  whatsoever  you  command, 

You  straightway  are  obejed. 
And  with  )our  gossips  when  )ou  please, 

you  to  the  tavern  go, 
But  what  you  do  among  them  spend, 

I  neither  ask  nor  know. 
You   have  good   gowns   unto   your  back, 

and  waistcoats  are  not  base, 
Kirtles  and  scarlet  petticoats 

widi  silk  and  golden  lace, 
Your  beaver-hat,  laced  hand'kerchiefs, 

and  yet  you  call  me  goose, 
Unknown  to  me  your  coin  you  save, 

and  put  it  out  to  use. 
A  story  now  to  mind  I  call 

one  that  you  know  full  well. 
Story  the  broker,  which  of  late 

in  Tiirnmill  Street^  did  dwell, 


"TuRNMiLL — OR,  TuRNBULL  STREET. — This  Street  situate  between 
Clerkenwell  and  Cow  Cross  Lane,  was  long  noted  as  the  haunt  of  the  lowest 
classes  of  thieves  and  prostitutes. 

"  Tunimill-Street,  the  western  side  of  which  was  taken  down  in  1856-7 
for  the  Clerkenwell  Improvements,  is  one  of  great  antiquity,  and  of  perculiar 
interest,  from  its  disreputable  associations,  it  having  been  infamous  for 
centuries  past."     Pink's  History  of  Clerkenwell. 


ij  Vincgai'  and  Mustard:  or 

You  did  not  lend  him  fifty  pound 

of  which  I  never  knew, 
In  hope  for  to  have  double  again  ? 

you  know  I  do  speak  true. 
Both  you  and  others  of  your  mates, 

that  did  their  husbands  cozen, 
He  got  your  coin,   beyond  seas  went, 

and  made  fools  by  the  dozen. 
But  since  there  were  more  fools  than  thee 

you  may  the  lesser  care. 
And  let  no  more  such  crafty  knaves 

with  thee  my  money  share. 


3. —  Wednesday  s  Lecture. 

Taught  by  a  sailor's  wife  to  her  husband  in  the 
morning,  who  had  drunk  more  than  his  share 
overnight,  with  other  good  fellows  that  came 
lately  from  the  East  Indies. 

I 'faith,  i'faith,  I  thought  what  would  become 
of  yesterday's  work,  like  a  drunken  beast  as  thou 
art,  when  thou  went'st  abroad  with  thy  mates ;  you 
are  land-sick  now,  and  not  sea-sick,  with  a  ven- 
geance to  you  for  me.  Come,  hold  up  your  block- 
head, that  with  this  warm  cloth  I  may  tie  up  all  that 
little  wit  that  you  have,  I  am  sure  that  your  forehead 
aches,  doth  it  not  ?     Yes,  I  do  warrant  you.     Well, 


ll'onmoood  Lccliires.  9 

w  lu  n  \(iu  ha\L'  aiiothtr  wife  she  will  tiu  thus  to  \iiu, 
do  you  think  she  will  not  ?  Come,  give  me  some 
money,  that  I  may  make  you  a  caudle,  and  see  if 
that  will  make  )-ou  any  better ;  as  bad  as  you  are  to 
me,  I  would  fain  recover  your  health  once  more,  and 
set  you  upon  your  legs  that  you  may  stand  again, 
for  I  am  sure  last  night  you  could  not,  you  had 
drunk  so  hard  :  and  then  when  you  were  in  bed  you 
lay  snoring  and  snorting  like  a  swine  as  you  are.  I, 
poor  wretch,  could  take  no  rest  for  you  all  that  live- 
lono-  night,  a  woman  hath  much  comfort  of  such  a 
bedfellow,  hath  she  not,  think  you  ?  I'll  warrant 
you  spent  a  simple  deal  of  money  yesterday  at  the 
tavern,  when  you  were  with  your  old  companions  : 
but  poor  I  was  never  thought  upon  when  you  were 
jovial  and  merry,  like  a  company  of  drunken  sots  as 
you  were,  and  now  you  are  come  ashore,  you  think 
the  world  runs  on  wheels,  and  that  all  the  world  is 
oatmeal'  ;  but  j-ou'll  find  it  to  the  contrary,  I'll 
warrant  you  with  a  wanion.- 

'Tis  true  you  have  been  out  this  three  years 
on  your  voyage,  and  have  taken  pains,  and  got  some 
store  of  money,  but  then,  thou  silly  beast,  art  like  a 
good  cow,  that  gives  a  pail  full  of  milk,  and  when 
thou  hast  done  kickest  it  down  with  thy  heel  upon 
the   ground    and    spillest  it  all  ;  but  steer  on  your 

^Oatmeal  i.e..  Swagger,  jolity,  &c. 
'Wanion — i.e.,  with  a  curse. 


lo  Vineo-aj'  mid  Mustard;  or 


<s 


course,  you  have  yet  a  fair  wind,  and  a  smooth  sea, 
but  if  you  mend  not  your  manners,  and  turn  over  a 
new  leaf,  I  do  intend  to  do,  I  know  what  I  know, 
that  which  will  vex  every  vein  of  thy  heart,  and 
make  thee  as  mad  as  the  Man  in  the  Moon  when  he 
is  three  days  old'  and  there  is  a  bone  for  you  to 
pick. 

His  Reply  to  Her  again. 

Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream, 

From  whence  proceeds  this  troublous  stream, 

I  think  the  woman  wild, 
Is  this  the  kindness  you  profess  ? 
Your  tongue  )'our  heart  doth  plain  express, 

I  pray  thee  be  more  mild. 
Oft  have  I  been  at  sea  and  shore. 
But  such  a  tempest  ne'er  before 

I  heard  in  all  my  life. 
Thou  art  some  spirit  or  ill  thing, 
Or  else  some  syren  that  cloth  sing. 

Surely  thou  art  not  my  wife- 
The  hurricanes  thou  puttest  down, 
That  blows  up  trees,  and  ships  doth  drown, 

then  pray  thee,  tempest,  cease. 
And  if  there  be  such  storms  on  land. 
Surely  the  house  it  cannot  stand, 

and  therefore  hold  your  peace. 

^MOON  THREE  DAYS  OLD,  &c  : — "  It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn." 
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Why  should  you  chafe  because  that  I 
Drink  with  si)me  of  ni)'  company 

with  whom  I  was  at  sea. 
With  you  at  home  there  was  no  scant, 
I'm  sure  that  you  did  nothing  want, 

You  might  do  what  you  please. 
What  I  did  spend  it  was  mine  own, 
And  wealth  with  you  I  ne'er  had  none, 

your  friends  had  nought  to  give. 
I  felt  all  weathers  cold  and  warm, 
Enduring  many  a  bitter  storm, 

and  sent  you  means  to  live. 
What  though  that  I  were  ill  at  ease. 
With  change  of  air,  being  long  at  seas, 

I  did  not  hurt  at  all. 
A  little  drink  distempered  me. 
But  I  am  well  again  you  see 

Although  you  scold  and  brawl. 
Whate'er  you  ask  almost  you  have, 
I  do  maintain  you  fine  and  brave, 

fitting  for  your  degree. 
I'm  sure  you  eat  and  drink  the  best. 
Rise  w'hen  you  please,  and  go  to  rest 

yet  you'll  not  quiet  be. 
And  though  you  think  the  world  too  blind, 
To  me  you  proved  wondrous  kind, 

when  I  three  years  was  gone  ; 
You  said  you  heard  that  I  was  dead, 


I  2  Vinegar  and  Mustard;  or 

When  you  set  horns  upon  my  head, 

you  could  not  He  alone. 
You  had  two  children  in  that  space 
And  'cause  I  would  thee  not  disgrace, 

I  married  thee  again. 
Because  that  none  should  call  thee  whore, 
And  thou  reward'st  me  well  therefore, 

paying  me  for  my  pain. 
But  I'll  forgive  thee  all  that's  past. 
So  you'll  be  quiet  at  the  last, 

though  toucht  unto  the  quick 
Come  kiss  me  now  and  do  not  cry, 
We  will  be  friends,  although  that  I 

gave  thee  a  bone  to  pick. 

4. —  Thursday  s  Lecture. 

Exercised  and  expressed  by  mistress  seeming  wife, 
in  the  chamber  to  her  husband,  sitting  in  her 
chair,  but  he  would  not  be  edified  by  her. 

Verily,  verily,  thou  art  a  very  reprobate, 
idolater,  and  one  that  is  not  worthy  to  enter  in  at 
the  wicket  or  door,  nay,  not  to  stir  over  the  threshold 
■where  the  Elect  doth  dwell ;  thou  art  worthy  to  be 
chastised  and  beaten  with  many  stripes.  You,  (for- 
sooth), will  go  nowhere  to  be  edified,  but  to  your 
Steeple-houses\   upon  your  heathenish   days,   there 

'.SxEEPLii-iiOUSE — A  churcli. 
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where  they  tcacli  nothirii^  almost  but  the  Ianguaq;e  of 
the  Beast,  the  common  strumpet,  harlot,  and  Whore 
of   Babylon  ;  away,    thou   unsanctifiecl    wretch  !  thy 
blind  eyes  are  not  opened,  but  you  will  walk   still  in 
the  dark  paths  of  iniquity  and  ignorance  ;  that  in  the 
end   you  shall  fall    into  the  pit  of  perdition.     And 
you  and  the  rest  of  the   tribe  of  the  wicked,  when 
.  you    are  at  your  unsanctified   Tippling   Inns,  your 
alehcuses,  or  your  taverns,  and  are  drunken  with  the 
dregs  of  profaneness,  where  your  noses  are  smoking 
like  the  gulf  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah,  the  henbane 
of  your  heathen   tobacco.      I   there,   there   I  say,  is 
the    place    where    you    utter    and    vent    forth    your 
despiteful    reproaches    against    us    which    are    the 
immaculate  vessels.      I   profess,   I  profess,  and  that 
in    sincerity,    that   the    righteous    may    have    their 
fallings  and  their  failing,  and  may  rise  again,  but  for 
you    that  are  not   called,  but  persevere  in  your  old 
superstitious  Idolatry,  which  is  but  mere  Popery,  you 
say  again  and  again,  your  learned  teachers,  as  they 
build  up  the  walls  of  Babylon,  but  you  can  deride  at 
our  sincere  teachers,   although   they   propagate,  and 
are  men  of  sanctity,   therefore  let  us   sa}-  or  teach 
what  we  will,  you  are  like  the  adder  that  stops  her 
ears  and  will  hear  nothing  at  all,   therefore  you  will 
not  edify,  but  still  run  on  your  profane  course  of  life  ; 
seeing  so,    I   conclude   as   I    began,  thou  art  a  very 
reprobate. 


14  Vinegar  and  Mustard ;  or, 

Her    Husband's  Answer. 

Now  I  am  glad  your  learned  lecture's  done, 

And  have  concluded  just  as  you  begun, 

Being  with  reverence,  as  you  may  say, 

Unto  your  husband,  whom  you  should  obey. 

Is  this  the  doctrine  which  you  there  do  teach, 

Where  Ananias  unto  you  doth  preach  ? 

These  same  to  you  methinks  are  wondrous  kind, 

That  opened  have  )our  ej'es  were  lately  blind, 

Surely  unto  the  Papists  they  are  kin. 

But  I  thought  miracles  had  ceased  been. 

They   hate  a  whore,   and    on  high  points  do  ston 

(stand  ?) 
But  'tis  none  but  the  whore  of  Babylon. 
They  have  their  goodly  gifts  of  countenance, 
True,  before  folks  they  will  not  kiss  a  wench, 
It  is  the  spirit  that  doth  move  them  to  it, 
And  therefore  he  must  not  refuse  to  do  it. 
To  fail  and  fall  it  is  sometimes  your  lot. 
Witness  so  many  maids  with  child  are  got 
By  zealous  people  of  your  ranting  crew. 
Which  being  done,  this  virgin  up  you  mew. 
Because  the  wicked  thereof  should  not  know. 
You  nurst  her  up,  and  so  away  did  go. 
And  thus  doth  propagate  your  pure  elect. 
The  which  is  too  much  used  by  your  sect. 
Our  learned  Reverend  Divines  you  hate 
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And  sa)-,  the  language  of  the  Beast  they  prate, 

Because  your  blockish  weak  capacities 

Cannot  conceive  the  secret  mysteries, 

The  which  are  written  in  God's  sacred  Book, 

Which  is  the  cause  so  many  are  mistook, 

Yet  some  of  you  that  hardly  knows  a  letter. 

Stick  not  to  say  you  can  expound  it  better  ; 

Your  learned  teachers  that  do  all  disjoint, 

That  knows  not  how  to  spell,  to  read,  or  point. 

Are  they  not  reverend  botchers,  or  some  weavers, 

Some  zealous  cobblers,  hatmakers,  or  glovers  ? 

These  are  the  Saints  that  do  the   Scriptures  wrest. 

Nay  some  of  them  of  it  do  make  a  jest  : 

They  make  a  cloak  of  true  religion, 

And  a  false  vizard  o'er  their  face  put  on  : 

Do  but  unmask  them,  you  shall  plainly^see 

Their  cheating  tricks,  and  base  hypocrisy  : 

The  wicked  for  to  rob  they  hold  no  sin 

And  careth  not  who  lose  so  they  do  win, 

And  now  I  say  (yet  speak  under  the  Rose) 

Those  snott}'  fellows  that  speak  in  the  nose. 

Like  to  the  Papists  silly  women  'tice, 

For  to  undo  their  husbands  in  a  trice. 

As  by  experience  I  have  found  of  late. 

You  amongst  them  have  impoverisht'  my  estate ; 

And  therefore  now  I  mean  to  mould  you  new. 

Housewife,  I'll  make  you  leave  your  ranting'crew. 


1 6  Vines'cir  and  Mustard ;  or, 

5. — Friday  s  Lecher e. 

Delivered  dialogue-wise  between  Bold  Bettrie  and 
Welsh  Gtii7illm,  two  fishwives,  in  Newgate 
Market,  upon  a  market-day,  where  they  had 
store  of  audience,  and  great  attention. 

Bet.  Away,  away  thou  impudent  Welsh  Runt 
thou,  thou  comest  from  a  Foreign  Nation,  I  do  not 
know  where  beyond  Petmemar  [Penmaen-mawr]  a- 
tother  side  the  mountains,  thou  meal-faced  bawd 
thou,  dost  thou  think  to  forestall  me  in  the  market 
place,  that  was  bred  and  born  in  the  parish,  and 
you  come  to  eat  the  bread  out  of  my  mouth,  with  a 
pox  to  you. 

Giiin.  Marry  hang  you  with  a  Tevil's  name, 
the  pold  Bettrie,  was  stand  here  in  spite  of  her  pelly 
and  her  prace  face,  was  give  her  fine  languages  was 
her  not  ?  Was  call  her  Welsh  Rtmt,  and  apple- 
faced  pawd,  and  the  Tevil  and  his  tarn  like  a  shade 
[jade  ?]  as  her  are. 

Bet.  Dost  thou  call  me  shade,  thou  whore 
thou  ?  I  would  thou  shouldst  well  know,  that  I  was 
never  such  a  jade  as  to  tire  as  thou  didst,  thou 
common  Hackney  thou  ?  for  when  thou  and  a  fellow 
was  a-doing  I  know  what,  thou  didst  cry  dig  on,  dig 
OH,  which  is  enough,  enough,  in  your  pocky  Welch 
language,    and    then    the    fellow    told   thee,  he  had 
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almost  «.lii;\.'cil  his  heart  out,  that  was   the  trick  of  a 
jade  to  tire. 

Guin.  Now  her  was  take  herself  by  the  noses, 
faith  law,  was  call  herself  to  remembrances,  how  her 
was  lie  with  a  fellow  in  a  tark  night  upon  a  cobbler's 
Stall,  and  when  the  fellow's  breeches  were  down,  and 
he  got  up,  whether  he  was  ride  a  gallop  or  a  trots  ? 
and  then  the  cobbler  as  he  was  at  work  by  candles 
light  was  hear  her,  and  he  was  thrust  up  his  awl  into 
her  blind  cheeks,  (with  a  pox  to  her),  and  when  )ou 
was  prickt,  her  was  give  such  a  kick  upward,  that 
her  was  threw  the  fellow  out  of  the  saddles  all  along 
in  the  dirt,  and  was  not  that  tlie  trick  of  a  base  shade, 
think  her  ? 

Bel.  Awa)',  away  thou  toad's  head  and  garlic 
thou  I  dost  thou  call  thyself  to  remembrance  since 
thou  lay  in  the  cage  by  Sniithfield  Pond  with  two 
bastards,  thou  cage-bird  thou,  did  you  not  sing 
sweetly  there  ?  and  do  you  remember  how  thou  lay'st 
with  a  fisherman  for  a  quardern  of  mackerel,  and 
when  j'ou  came  back  again  thou  paid  the  waterman 
with  a  pox  that  carried  )ou,  thou  bobtailed  whore 
thou. 

Gnin.  Thou  was  a  base  whore's  bird  to  call 
her  catch  bird  ;  was  pray  tell  her  how  long  it  is  ago 
since  her  did  sing///;'  the  poor  womaii  in  Newgate, 
when  her  should  have  been  hanged  for  picking  a 
pocket ;  besides  her  do  not  remember  when  her  was 
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in  black  and  blue  white  rose  waistcoat,  and  red 
Spanish  petticoat,  with  half  a  tozen  of  lashes  at  her 
tail,  and  her  new  stockings  and  her  new  shoes,  which 
her  was  never  pay  the  shoemaker  for  unless  it  were 
with  a  pox,  and  as  prave  as  her  was  her  had  never  a 
penny  in  her  purse,  when  her  was  fine,  her  was  go 
sell  oranges  and  lemons,  and  did  not  her  lie  with  the 
spaveP  Portugal  for  half  a  hundred  of  oranges  and 
lemons  at  Pillingsgate,  and  so  was  put  her  in  the 
stocks  when  her  was  poor. 

Bcf.  Thou  scum  of  a  kitchen-stuff  jaot  thou, 
that  when  thou  earnest  out  of  Wales  hadst  not  a 
tatter  to  thy  tail,  and  didst  penance  all  the  way  to 
London  barefoot,  thou  jade  thou,  and  then  didst  set 
up  in  gathering  rags  and  marrow  bones,  thou  base 
dunohill  whore  thou,  and  as  thou  didst  rake  thou 
didst  find  a  silver  spoon,  and  that  did  put  thee  in  a 
stock  to  trade  at  Billingsgate ;  for  I  am  sure  thou 
wert  a  beggarly  whore  and  full  of  lice  till  then,  but 
now  you  can  keep  company  and  spend  pot  for  pot, 
and  be  jovial  with  your  companions,  as  the  best  of 
us  thou  leather-faced  whore  thou. 

Gnin.  Pox  on  your  old  tallow-faced  wish,  the 
her  has  colour  now  for  her  knavery,  and  was  paint 
her  ill-favour  face,  I  think,  with  white  shake  and  red 
prick,  to  make  her  look  peautiful,  and  was  make  her 

"SpAVEL. — Spave,  v.  To  castrate  ? 
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rogues  and  her  rascals  to  follow  after  her  like  a  pold 
whore  as  she  is. 

Bet.  I'faith,  now  your  Welch  plood  is  up  you 
will  say  anything,  but  hark,  Guintlin,  let  me  speak  a 
word  in  your  ear,  I  will  not  hurt  you. 

Guin.  I  but  will  her  not  bite  her,  nor  scratch 
with  her  tooths  .'' 

Bet.  No  i'faith,  but  are  we  not  a  couple  of 
fools  to  fall  out,  and  spoil  our  reputation,  losing  our 
market,  and  the  fish  is  ready  to  stink,  and  the  people 
laugh  at  us  ;  hark !  the  market-bell  rings,  and  we 
must  away  :  meet  me  at  the  Fox,  and  there  we'll 
drink  ourselves  friends. 

Gtiin.  Here  was  both  her  hands,  her  was 
meet  her  at  the  Fox,  get  a  good  fire,  and  call  for 
half  a  tozen,  come  customers,  and  buy  all  before  her 
go ;  new  fresh  herring,  quick-a-lie,  quick-a-lie,  fifteen 
a  groat,  was  come,  was  come,  Bettrie. 


9. — Saturday's  Lecture. 

Exercised  by  a  miller's  wife  in  her  husband's  water- 
mill,  instead  of  a  barn  where  her  toneue  went 
faster  and  louder  than  the  mill-clapper. 

Many  a  miller,  many  a  thief,  but  it  is  too  late 
to  repent  now,  the  more  is  my  grief  What,  all 
alone  ?  that's  a  wonder  that  you  have  none  of  your 


20  Vinegar  and  Musiard;  or 

trollops  with  you.  You  forsooth  could  not  stay  at 
home  last  night,  but  you  must  go  to  the  mill  to  work 
in  great  haste  ;  you  had  your  stones  to  pick  with  a 
vengeance,  but  I  do  wonder  who  helped  you  to  pick 
them  ?  Not  they  that  should,  I'm  sure  ;  and  besides, 
you  could  not  stay  lest  you  should  want  water  to 
grind  with,  but  you  did  grind  in  your  own  water- 
mill.  I  find  the  old  proverb  true,  T/iat  niuch  ivater 
runs  by  tJic  mill  that  the  miller  s  wife  iiever  knows  on. 
O  Sirrah,  who  but  you  amongst  the  maids  when  my 
back  is  turned  !  I  knows  your  tricks  of  old  since  I 
was  a  maid  ;  I  can  see  what  pickle  they  are  in  after 
they  have  been  with  you — how  all  their  petticoats 
are  whited  with  meal.  I  those  are  the  lasses  that 
shall  have  their  corn  ground  toll-free.  I  know  you 
are  as  free  to  them  of  your  flesh  as  you  are  of  your 
fish  ;  for  you  can  give  this  wench  a  dish  of  trotters 
for  restority,  and  that  wench  a  dish  of  guts  to  scour 
her  maw  ;  whilst  I,  poor  soul,  sit  at  home  with  a  dish 
of  pouts^ ;  and  they,  to  requite  your  kindness,  one 
brings  a  plum  cake,  another  brings  a  goose,  and  thus 
when  you  feast  together,  you  are  as  safe  as  so  many 
thieves  in  a  mill.  But  i'faith,  i'faith,  I  will  watch 
your  water,  and  I  shall  take  you  napping,  which  if  I 
do,  I  will  ring  you  such  a  peal,  that  all  the  bells  in 
the  steeple  shall  not  out-jangle  me. 

•PotTT. — A  sea  fish  of  the  cod  kind. 
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T/ie  Miller  s  Answer. 


Why  how  now  dame,  what  is  the  cause 

That  you  so  wide  do  ope  your  jaws, 

What,  did  some  fury  you  affright  ? 

Or  did  you  not  sleep  well  last  night  ? 

If  it  be  so,  then  prithee  tell 

I'll  take  some  course  to  make  thee  well, 

Doth  jealousy  your  pate  possess 

'Gainst  him  that  never  did  transgress  ? 

And  honest  maidens  doth  miscall. 

Who  never  did  you  hurt  at  all  : 

What  if  a  dish  of  fish   I   o-ive 

Unto  a  friend,  why  should  you  grieve  ? 

Thou  knowest  I  must  work  night  and  day, 

The  water  will  not  for  me  stay. 

I  am  sure  there's  none  can  say  by  me. 

That  e'er  I  ground  their  corn  toll-free. 

But  those  that  have  gone  once  astray 

Think  others  will  go  the  same  way. 

The  baker  he  his  daug-hter  sous^ht 

I'the  oven,  where  himself  was  caught. 

Thou  know'st  I  had  thy  maidenhead, 

Before  that  ever  we  were  wed 

But  for  the  same  I  made  amends — 

Be  quiet,  wife,  and  we'll  be  friends. 
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7. — Sunday  s  Lccinre. 

Exercised  by  Mistress  Whimsey,  a  citizen,  a  fantastic 
wife  to  her  husband  and  family  in  morning,  and 
at  noon. 

Come,  I  see  I  must  rise  as  ill  as  I  am,  for  I 
heard  the  first  peal  ring  ;  you  are  a  kind  husband 
indeed !  you  could  lie  all  night,  and  never  turn  to 
me,  or  once  say,  Szijcethcari,  hoiv  dost  thou  f  But 
I'll  think  on  your  kindness  when  you  would  (I  know 
what.)  Why  Rial,  Jllal,  I  say,  take  my  clothes  out 
of  the  press  and  air  them  to  take  away  the  cold 
damp,  that  it  strike  not  into  my  body ;  but  let  them 
alone,  and  reach  my  silk  grogram  gown  and  my 
Demi-caster,'  for  I  fear  it  will  rain.  Come,  let  me 
see  what  market  your  master  made  last  night.  \Miat 
is  here  for  dinner  ?  a  piece  of  beef,  a  leg  of  mutton, 
and  a  loin  of  veal.  Veal — but  I  doubt  it  is  ewe 
mutton.  Illal,  you  know  by  the  chink,  do  )Ou  not  ? 
And  I  do  fear  the  veal  is  old,  and  of  an  ox-calf,  but 
I  pray  let  them  be  ready  against  we  come  from 
church.  Come  tie  my  shoes,  and  do  not  rumple  my 
roses.  Come  husband,  put  on  your  cloak  hand- 
somely, see  how  like  a  sloven  you  wear  it  ?  Come 
boy  have  you  my  book,  that  you  may  wait  upon  us. 
Mai,    keep    Beauty    indoors,    for    the    paltry    cur 

'Demi-caster — Small  cloak. 
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wakened  me  last  Sundu)  ul  a  guuel  nap.  I'ic  upon 
it,  I  thought  this  man  would  never  have  done,  he 
was  so  tedious  in  his  sermon.  Housewife,  is  the 
cloth  laid  and  dinner  ready  ?  For  I  feel  my  stomach 
come  to  me,  but  a  little  will  serve  my  turn.  Boy, 
make  clean  my  knife,  and  fetch  me  my  half  pint  of 
canar)'.  Come  sweetheart,  and  sit  down  while  the 
meat  is  hot,  for  fear  I  lose  my  stomach.  Husband, 
pra\-  cut  me  the  Pope's  Eye  out  of  the  leg  of  mutton  ; 
I'll  tr\-  if  I  can  eat  a  bit  of  it.  Let  it  alone,  I'll  cut 
it  myself.  Fie  upon  it,  this  filthy  quean  hath  over- 
boiled the  mutton.  Come  gossip,  bring  away  the 
veal,  that  I  may  see  hoAv  you  cooked  that.  I  thought 
so,  you  have  dressed  this  for  your  master's  diet.  'Tis 
as  brown  as  a  berry,  but  I  should  have  it  as  white  as 
a  napkin  ;  but  like  carver  like  cook.  I  think  you 
stole  this  veal,  for  it  is  hardly  jointed.  Here  man, 
will  you  eat  a  piece  of  the  kidney  ?  What,  do  you 
refuse  it  ?  the  next  I  proffer  you,  you  shall  not  refuse 
it  Boy,  who  drew  this  sack,  William  do  \o\x  say  ? 
Go  change  it — stay,  I  will  make  shift  with  it,  set  it 
down  beside  me.  Husband,  cut  me  a  bone  there, 
I'll  see  if  I  can  pick  it.  Who  is  that — a  poor 
woman  ?  Mai  give  her  some  pottage,  but  stay,  is 
she  so  hasty  ?  cannot  she  tarrj'  till  we  have  dined  ? 
Come,  give  thanks,  for  I  am  not  well  after  my 
dinner,  for  I  could  not  sleep   the  last   night.     And. 
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housewife,  lay  the  breast  of  mutton  and  the  pullet  to 
the  fire  betimes,  for  I  do  not  love  to  sup  late. 

Her   Husband s   Answer. 

Did  ever  man  on  earth  lead  such  a  life 
As  I  do  with  this  creature  called  a  wife  ? 
What  planet  reigned  at  thy  nativity  ? 
It  surely  was  fantastic  Mercury. 
Or  in  your  horoscope  the  moon  did  range, 
For  thou,  like  her,  art  ever  in  the  change. 
Let  me  do  what  I  can  to  please  thy  mind, 
You  will  be  sure  that  still  some  fault  you'll  find 
Abroad,  at  home,  a-bed,  and  eke  at  board, 
Thou  no  grood  langfuage  to  me  canst  afford. 
You  do  not  work  I'm  sure,  but  live  at  ease, 
No  food  I  buy  that  can  your  palate  please. 
Nor  with  you  any  servant  long  can  stay, 
You  monthly  change,  or  else  they  run  away. 
This  is  the  custom  and  the  life  you  lead. 
To  make  me  for  to  wish  that  I  were  dead. 
I  w^ish  all  bachelors  to  have  a  care 
How  they  do  marry,  lest  like  me  they  fare  ; 
Yet  that  man's  happy  hath  a  virtuous  wife, 
If  not,  he  better  were  be  rid  of  life. 
So  now  she  is  asleep,  this  is  her  diet. 
Let  her  alone,  for  now  the  house  is  quiet. 
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T/ie    Conclusion, 

A  bachelor  was  weary  of  a  single  life, 

Walkiiii^  with  a  married  man,  did  wish  he  had  a  wife, 

O  would  1  had  hut  such  a  wife  as  thine  is, 

Who  tall  is,  small  is,  neat  is,  feat  is. 
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